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"Wait up!" Clemens turned to see his younger brother trip and stumble, climbing up the rocky terrain to catch 
up with his elder sibling. lvo was sweating, his blonde hair plastering itself to his shiny forehead. 


He paused a moment, letting Ivo clamber up the steep loosely-packed rock incline behind him. 


They trudged on like that, feeling the hot sun on their skin and looking around at the sparse trees that 
speckled the landscape. It wasn't the best day for a hike, but they had both been fairly busy, lvo with 
completing his bachelor's in robotics, and Clemens with the album he was helping produce for Lindemann, so 
when Clemens heard about the holiday closure at the university, he talked his younger brother into coming 
with him to hike out to the infamous Lammendam castle nearby. Their shared love of ghost stories had driven 


them into the woods many times alone since they were children and now was no different. Legend had it the 


castle was haunted by the ghost of its owner. The apparition would appear in the halls and you could hear 
whispers. Sometimes you could even see it from outside, looking out at you through the cathedral-style 
stained-glass windows. The Wijers brothers were no cowards though, and they had come to test the myth for 
themselves. In the worst-case scenario, they could take turns creeping each other out with ghost stories in 
the spooky atmosphere like in the good old days. No matter what they were going to make the best of their 
day off, and the rare time they got to spend Together. 


The duo had reached a clearing at the top of the rocky hill, a vantage point to see the castle below, half- 
submerged in the leafy golden canopies of maple trees, its tower looming ominously above the forest. A 


protector of the living by virtue of the dead. 


Rays of sunlight were hitting two sets of blue eyes from above the horizon, the wind whipping their hair as 
they rested, taking the scenery in. The sun would be up for another hour at best and so they began their 


descent into the woods and towards the castle at a brisk pace. 


"What do you think it's like to live in a castle in the middle of the woods? Don't you think you'd go mad?" Ivo's 


voice was nonchalant with an undertone of boredom. 


Clemens looked at the monument. "I think I'd like it. Its far away from people, so quiet and serene, and you get 


to see the sunset like this every day. | could get used to this." He mused. 
"I think you're mad already!" Clemens chuckled at his brother's response. 


"Maybe l'm just getting old, but some days | wonder why people thought city living was a good idea. 24/7 


entertainment and convenience has ruined us." 
"You'd change your mind after you tried shitting in the woods." Ivo snorted. 
"Touché." Came the retort. 


They were nearing the castle, which grew ever taller with every step the brothers took through the crunchy 
rust-colored leaves that littered the forest floor. The air had a hint of spice in it, an exotic, intoxicating smell. 


Almost like cinnamon and honey, thought Clemens. 


Strangely, there were no birds, or they were simply silent, mute watchers of the forest. The sense of eerie 
calm felt fake, unnerving even, not a single sound permeated the air underneath the canopy of trees. All was 
as if it had frozen in time. Clemens felt goose bumps on his skin, the small hairs on his arms standing up, as if 
in warring. He wasn't the superstitious type, nor was he a coward by any means, but he couldn't deny the 


unmistakable physical sensation, that prickling of the scalp that came with being watched. 


Ivo nudged his brother out of his reverie. "Are you chickening out on me?" He exclaimed, mock hurt in his 


Voice. 


"In your dreams, dear brother." 


The door took some effort to find, located on the opposite side of the castle from the direction the brothers 
had come. It was sheltered beneath withered ivy vines that needed to be ripped away to reveal the thick, 
unforgiving oak, an iron knocker punched into the center in the image of a lion's mouth holding a ring. The door 


handle was little more than an iron arch that sat tightly against the sandy wood. 


Ivo reached out and grabbed the handle, his lanky arm pushing the door inwards. To the mutual surprise of 
the Wijers, it gave way, the iron hinges creaking as it swung inwards with enough force that it dragged the 


younger hooligan in after it. 
"Godverdomme!" Ivo cursed, tripping over the doorstep and falling flat onto cold, worn stone. 


The laugher from behind him didn't help in any way as he hissed indignantly, standing up from the dusty floor 
and wiping his hands on his loose-fit jeans. Clemens took two shaky steps forward, convulsing with laughter, 
but deftly avoiding the abominable doorstep with his right foot. He wheezed, inhaling a cloud of century-old 
dust that all but distracted him from laughing further with the violent coughing fit it induced. 


Once Clemens managed to stop laughing and coughing, he caught up with Ivo and the two brothers took a few 
more steps forward and sat down at the base of the stairs that greeted them. 


"Looks like the ghosts are already angry at you." The elder shook his head. 


"If anything, it's you being a chicken that is upsetting them." Ivo jokingly hit his brother on the arm. "They 
wanted a bigger challenge than that." 


"Well, according to the lore of the Lammendam, the paranormal activity here won't begin until the sun sets, I'd 
say we're nearing | pm" The brunette thought out loud. "We may as well wait until then, | mean where's the 


fun otherwise?" He turned to his sibling with an impish grin. 


lvo shrugged. "Why not? But I'm not sitting here for another hour, the air is revolting." The blonde wrinkled his 
nose before turning and stalking back outside. 


They had settled on the smooth stone steps outside the castle door, breathing in the crisp autumn air and 
soaking in the golden rays of sunlight that still hit their skin, but no longer offered warmth, opting instead to 
snack on the jerky and beer Ivo had snagged before he left that afternoon Clemens sipped his ale as he looked 
at his younger brother. Ivo had really matured in the past few years, becoming more responsible, and even 
solemn, He was taking his education seriously and his grades showed it. The purple bruises under his eyes 
weren't from staying up late and partying but from pursuing his interest in robotics alongside his passion for 
music. He kept himself so busy that Clemens wasn't sure he had really truly seen him at all for the past few 
months. lvo was probably the most secretive and misunderstood of the three brothers in the Wijers family 
because where he came off as bored and indifferent he was simply tired and most likely over thinking. He 


never bragged about his accomplishments, nor did he work hard for the attention. Even though Clemens had 


never told him, he was really proud of his younger brother. 

The blonde turned to look at the brunette, taking a bite of his spicy jerky and questioning him with his gaze, 
eyebrow raised. 

As brothers, non-verbal communication came naturally to them, and this wasn't even the pinnacle of it. 
"How're things at school?" Clemens took a sip of his beer, looking into the trees. 

Swallowing his half-chewed jerky Ivo replied, "I'm currently working on my Feedback Control Systems midterm. | 
have two more pages of code that need to be written to complete the program loop, but l'm already four 
pages over the requirement, can you believe that? If that professor doesn't give me an A just for length, I'll 


personally strangle that anal-retentive bastard." He fumed halfheartedly. 


"Have | ever told you that I'm proud of you?" The elder Wijers looked suddenly older with his curly hair pulled 


back and the almost paternal look gracing his features. 


"Yeah, you've reminded me of that a few times already." Ivo laughed. "Don't go soft on me yet though, old 


man." He made a gagging face before continuing. 
"Landed any movie soundtrack gig yet? You've been writing too much music lately for it to go to waste." 


"Actually, not quite, but | will say I'm pretty proud of what l'm working on right now, and with whom." The 
elder smiled wickedly, taking another sip of beer. 


"Oh? Do tell” The blonde cocked his head and lifted an eyebrow, prompting him to carry on. 
"Well, shit, | mean you know Rammstein righ-" 
"Rammstein?!" Both the blonde's eyebrows shot up at that. 


"Let me finish. I'm currently working with Till Lindemann of Rammstein and Peter Tägtgren from PAIN on an 


album that's planned for next year. Just don't go talking about it yet before it's done and ready." 
lvo raised his hands defensively. "You mustn't know me well enough, dear brother." He said, feigning hurt, but 
Clemens already knew that his brother wasn't the type to gossip, he was far too withdrawn himself to 


sabotage someone else in such a way when he himself knew the value of secrecy sometimes. 


lm really looking forward to it though," The blonde continued. "You're not the only one allowed to be proud" He 


gave his brother a crooked smile. "Don't doubt it will turn out great." 
"| think it will" Clemens ran a thumb over his soul-patch. 


The brothers finished their beer in silence, enjoying the quiet of their surroundings, before eventually launching 


into more pointless banter as the sun descended towards the horizon. Despite their presence being the only 
one he had noticed, throughout their whole conversation the elder couldn't shake the feeling of being watched. 
It had melted into a mild paranoia and he wondered if he was the only one who felt it, but he decided not to 
bring it up. After all, the human psyche has a way of playing tricks on itself, he reminded himself. 


Clemens checked his watch after they had gathered their belongings. Twelve minutes until 7 and still the 
orange rays of sun hadn't fully slipped away yet. 


"You ready?" He grinned at Ivo, who grinned in response. 


They entered the premise once again, taking care to step over the high doorstep and stopped to take in their 
surroundings. The hall in front of them went far in either direction to their left and right, with a grand marble 
staircase facing them directly, it's curling railings trailing up and then away from each other, curving to either 
side where the stairs split, analogous to the hallway on the first floor. A stained glass window sat above the 
visible stairwell, an image of a maiden kneeling before a rosary, her hands joined in eternal prayer, emblazoned 
on the glass. She was the harbringer of light into this dark abode, framed by heavy burgundy drapes that just 


barely danced across the marble beneath. 


The brothers let their eyes roam, taking in the lavish decorations, untouched despite their accessibility to all. 
The ceilings were taller than anything the Wijers had ever seen before, leaving room for equally tall windows 
that were surprisingly scarce. Whoever had built this place surely wasn't a fan of daylight it seemed. Their 
footsteps echoed in the large hall as they circled around themselves. Ivo was the first to break the awestruck 


silence. 
Let's go that way." He pointed to their right, and the two tread onwards into the dark. 


The hallway was lined with three doors on along the right side with another stained-glass window embedded in 
the wall at the end, its design difficult to make out in the gray, darkening light that remained. Just before the 
window was a large arch to the left. Dusty lanterns hung along both walls, between the doors on the right, and 
directly mirrored on the left. Clemens stopped at the first door to his right and gingerly pulled the handle, but 
the door didn't budge. He frowned and pulled harder, but figured that it was most likely locked. Meanwhile, Ivo 
tried the next door down, but he too was met with resistance as the door stood still. The brothers exchanged 


vexed glances before lvo marched over to the third door and yanked on the handle, to no avail. 


‘C'mon what the helll" The younger fumed before Clemens interrupted him by pointing towards the arch to 
their left. The two pulled out the flashlights they had brought along and Clemens strode forward into the 


doorway. 


The room they had entered had no windows but it was large and stretched to the left, along the blank wall of 
the hallway. After few seconds of chaotically and somewhat spastically shining the beams of their flashlights 
around, it became clear that they were standing in the castle's kitchen. Thick, oak wood counters lined the right 


and back walls, ending where a large oven began, blackened from decades of use by soot and smoke, a heavy 


iron kettle left sitting on top. Ladles, spoons, pans and other utensils of various kinds hung above the counters 


from large iron hooks. 


Curiosity got the better of Clemens and he wandered forward, sliding his hands over the oak counter tops and 
feeling the numerous knife marks left there that were concealed beneath layers of dust. He walked over to the 
oven and ran his fingers over the kettle feeling its rough surface before kneeling down and looking into the 
oven's burning chamber where a pile of ashes still lay, completely undisturbed by time. He stuck his hand into 
the ashy pile and rubbed the silky powder between his fingers, the last remnants of the wood that was burned 
there. Standing up, he chuffed his foot against the stone floor, noting its dull gray color, which meant that 
marble was reserved only for the places the nobles had set foot. It made sense that the kitchen had plain 
stone flooring, but he couldn't help but wonder if the servants felt some sort of resentment for the small 


detail. He whistled and turned around to face Ivo, ready to go on exploring the castle, before he froze. 
lvo was nowhere in sight. 
Feeling annoyed that his brother was playing stupid games with him at this age he called out. 


"Ivo, | know you're there!" The brunette walked towards the arched doorway angrily, taking a moment to shine 


the flashlight around the kitchen once again before stepping into the hallway. 


Instead of his brother jumping out at him from behind the doorway, he was met with the empty dark hallway. 
The light outside had all but vanished, leaving the interior in velvety darkness. 


"Stop playing childish games, Ivo. Let's go." Clemens called out, hearing his echo down the hallway, returning to 


him wearier and more worried than he had sounded. 


With no other options rather than to wander looking for his brother, who Clemens assumed was most likely 
hiding upstairs just waiting to scare him, he wielded his flashlight and trudged on. He walked down the dark 
hallway, feet cautiously falling in line, aiming to keep his footing on the smooth, slippery marble. He ran his 
hands along the stone walls, his fingers accumulating a thin blanket of fine dust on them. The dust looked more 
like ash than the wiry, fur-like nature of household dust, which grew chaotically into what people called dust- 
bunnies. This dust was too silky smooth, its fine texture barely noticeable between your fingers. It wasn't 
something he usually would have noticed, but for some reason the detail stuck out to him. The dust here was 
as refined as its home. Navigating the quickly darkening halls was becoming tougher without the stray rays of 
warm sunlight infiltrating the fortress and he was grateful for the heavy flashlight. Illuminated before him, 
the hallway seemed to stretch endlessly, fading into darkness out of reach. The doors lining it were all closed. 
To his left was the door they had entered through, and Clemens tried to remember when they had closed it. 
He didn't recall either of them stopping to close the thick oak door, but he wouldn't put it past Ivo messing 
with him during their unofficial game of hide and seek. That skinny bastard, he cursed internally before turning 
and ascending the marble stairs, one at a time. The dark halls were quickly becoming cold, the stone 
construction was utterly defenseless against low temperatures, likely to the discomfort of its prior inhabitants. 
Light no longer penetrated the stained glass protectress. Stopping at the landing on the stairs he scanned the 
tall ceiling above him with his flashlight, it must have been at least ten meters tall. A chandelier hung directly 


above him, suspended by three thick chains which anchored to the stone ceiling via large iron hooks. 


The feeling of being watched hadn't left him since he had approached this fancy marble tomb, and he could 
feel it even now, his skin crawled at the feeling of a gaze that seemed to bore into his flesh, unnerving in its 
unwavering fixation upon him. Automatically he turned to his right but met with nothing but the other empty 


dark staircase. 


"Ivo, | know its youl" He bellowed into the vast hall, cringing slightly at how loudly it had come out as his voice 


reverberated in the massive space. 


A loud bang was heard to his left and he headed towards that staircase. / must have scared him. He smirked as 
he skipped two stairs at a time in the direction of the disturbance. The corridor he reached was identical to 
the one on the first floor, stretching to his left and right, no doubt with similar stained-glass windows at the 
ends of the hall, and the same decor. The flashlight beam before him only served to intensify his paranoia by 
blinding him to his surroundings through the contrast of light. The everpresent circle before him seemed to be 
taunting him, distracting him from whatever didn't fall into its line of sight, making the darkness appear darker. 
It felt as though he would be swallowed up into its enveloping velvet arms at any moment. As though two 
arms may appear around his very own and he would be dragged off to become one with the shadows in the 
corners and their infectious blackness. He shook that thought off, laughing at himself for being afraid of the 
dark, like a child would be. Youre being paranoid, he chided himself. Despite this, his skin still prickled, goose 


bumps littering his body and the hairs on his arms were raised. 


He turned left again, more on instinct than anything, and found himself faced with more closed rooms once 
again, one on each side of the hall, their doors more ornate than what he had seen on the first floor, carvings 
visible in the wood even from where he stood. He counted six steps until he reached the door on the right side 
and stopped before it, curious to examine the decorations carved meticulously into the wood, his flashlight 
casting shadows behind the raised strips of wood. Clemens couldn't help but reach his hand up and touch the 
dusty wood, feeling its rough, un-lacquered surface scratch his fingertips. The door was covered with an opus 
of divine imagery, plump cherubs floated on curly clouds, through which rays of sunlight shone. Beneath them 
sat maidens with long flowing hair, looking at the winged children above, and below the women were men on 
horseback, their sculpted figures glistening in the sun. What caught Clemens’ eye was the head of a serpent, 
wrapping tightly onto one of the horses’ hind legs, its body leading downwards, into a disconnected chasm that 
was at the base of the door. The wood there was dark, as if burnt, clouds of smoke depicted rising out of the 
void, in their midst sat a creature bearing semblance to a gargoyle, curled horns adorning its head, with 
pointed wings and an equally pointy tail curling around itself. It had a malicious gaze for a wood carving, its 
fixed eyes seemed to gleam above its sinister smile that was full of awful, jagged teeth. At that moment 
Clemens felt the hairs on his neck raise, as if someone were standing right behind him, and a chill descended 
his spine. The presence of another was so strong and clear it made his heart hammer in his ribcage. He was 
frozen in place, but the adrenaline coursed through his veins, kicking his fight or flight response into overdrive, 
flooding his brain with cortisol. That added kick of fear caused him to spin around and stand up so quickly that 
his temples pulsed. His vision blurred red while he attempted to steady himself. 


The hallway remained empty, but the door behind him was now ajar and his breath caught in his throat as he 


aimed the flashlight at it. Very funny, kvo. He tiptoed towards the door and mentally readied himself for the 


jump scare his brother had prepared for him. 


Pushing open the heavy wooden door, he was met with silence. The feeling of being watched persisted, the 
hairs on the back of his neck were bristling like a dog's. The urge to run in that moment was as strong as if 
icy hands had grabbed him by the ankles. Taking a moment to compose himself, he focused his eyes on the 
contents of the room before him. The beam of light scanned over shelves upon shelves of thick bindings 
before he realized he was standing in a library. The shelves reached the ceiling, which must have been three 
meters tall, their wooden frames were filled completely with numerous books of various sizes. In the center of 
the chamber stood a rectangular desk of ornate wood with legs in the shape of snakes whose heads rested on 
the mahogany Persian rug beneath it. Upon the desk lay piles of paper, slightly yellowing and worn along the 
edges, held down by a jar of ink, and a holder for feather quills, the white plumage of the birds seemingly 
undamaged by time. Clemens plucked one from its resting place and stroked the feather while examining the 
large pointed quill, he ran his finger over the sharp edge and was met with a wetness, a miniscule trace of 
black ink. The curly brunette froze with a puzzled look upon his features. Someone has used these. Used them 
recently. His thoughts raced, Who could have been here recently, writing with a quill? He looked down at the 
paper on the desk, removing the jar of ink, and to his surprise was met with music sheets. The staff was 
neatly drawn as if printed on the paper but the notes were written haphazardly in a sloppy and chaotic 
manner, littering the page in clusters. Chords? What could this be? Rallentando' was written hastily above the 
treble cleff. Before he had the chance to read the music further and interpret it, Clemens looked up and froze. 


It felt as if chains anchored him in place where he stood, a cold shiver running through his body and his blood 
running cold. His brain was once again flooded with stress hormones as his body told him to haul ass in self- 
preservation. The thumping of his heart could have possibly been heard from down the hall, as his lungs 
desperately tried to inhale air to keep him going. A lump formed in his gut, the stress twisting his intestines as 
he found it suddenly hard to swallow. His breath came in short gasps from between his parted lips as he 
shivered, the air in the room suddenly feeling colder, finally coming to understand that his instincts had been 


right. He really was being watched. He wasn't alone. 


In the doorway stood a figure with long hair, but it was not his brother. No, it would have been far more 
comforting if it had been Ivo. This figure had longer hair and was heavier-set than his brother. Clemens felt 
eyes boring into him in the dark, but he didn't have the courage to lift his flashlight up to see the figure's 
face. Instead, his arm hung uselessly at his side, the flashlight casting a beam of light onto the bottom of one 
of the bookshelves, as he tried to will himself to move. Tried was an understatement. Every alert installed in 
the primitive part of his brain was practically screaming run’ as he stood paralyzed by the desk. The gaze was 
unwavering and cold, causing him to lose his breath, and sweat to break out on his forehead, as he shivered in 
place and felt his mouth go dry. Every description of fear out there failed to capture the true horror he felt 
in that moment, where he couldn't even move. If he were to pick up a book and throw it, would the figure 
fight him? Or would it charge him anyway, revealing animalistic fangs made for ripping human flesh apart, 
stripping him of his skin with its long jagged claws? Maybe attack was the best defense. A single drop of sweat 
slipped from his brow and descended down his face, the sudden motion resulting in a near heart attack as the 


salty substance slid down to his chin. He was in such shock that he didn't expect what came next. 


The figure took a wide step forward into the room, its stride heavy but coordinated. 


"What are you doing within my residence?" The voice was deep, demanding and resonated within the room with 


a rumble, feeling as though it reverberated within Clemens’ own lungs. 
Before his brain had the chance to recognize the uttered sounds as words, he heard another voice. 
"Clemens! Where the hell are you?!" Ivo's voice was accompanied by a booming echo. 


Something snapped within Clemens then and he felt the hot surge of blood flow through his body as if a 
floodgate had opened, the spastic contractions of his muscles indicated that he was moving. He shut his eyes 
and ran, grabbing the doorway for leverage with his right hand as he turned and dashed for the stairs, tearing 
down the hallway. He gripped the railing firmly as his feet rhythmically hit the marble stairs, his hot breath 
coming out in short puffs. Overwhelmed by his desire to flee, he jumped, skipping two stairs before his left 
sole came into contact with the marble landing. His knee buckled and sent him sprawling forward onto the floor, 
barely being able to catch himself on his palms and forearms, his moist skin skidding against the cold smooth 


marble. 


"There you are Godverdammel" The wave of relief was a hot sensation in his face as blood pumped back into 
all of his extremities. Clemens had never been so glad to hear his brother's voice in his whole life. He 
scrambled up under the beam of Ivo's flashlight, and descended the remainder of the stairs with shaky legs to 
where the blonde stood. 


"Where the hell were you?! | was looking for you everywhere." Ivo looked angry and his hair was disheveled and 
sweaty. Clemens merely nodded in understanding before grabbing his brother's hand and pulling him towards 


the door. 
"Let's leave." He breathed out. 


The two brothers stepped out of the castle and into the crisp night air. It's strange, thought Clemens, but he 
felt safer in the pitch black woods than he had inside the walls of the castle. He took in the cold autumn air 
and the breeze that ruffled his shirt, the sounds of leaves crunching underfoot as the brothers walked briskly 
away from the stone monument hidden in the trees. He took deep breaths, reveling in the pure freedom that 
he felt in that moment, as if he had surely escaped death. Feeling that cold gaze on his spine once again, he 
shivered and turned back to the castle, feeling more at ease now that he was outside. He jumped slightly. His 
mind may have been playing tricks on him but he thought he saw a curtain fall in one of the top windows. Ivo 
turned to look at him with a worried gaze. Clemens shook his head and slung an arm around his brother's 
shoulder, earning a raised eyebrow from the blonde, as the two walked away from the accursed mansion, their 


path home illuminated by soft moonlight. 
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earlier to be exact. Also, in this universe, the Lammendam is a sort of stand-alone legend and has nothing to 


do with La Madame Blanche, or any actual history. So don't take it too seriously, it's all fiction here :) 


Clemens caught himself zoning out for the fifth time that day when the sound tech guy tapped him on the 
shoulder to tell him that it was lunch time. The day in the studio had been pretty uneventful, laying down 
drum samples for the upcoming album, fiddling with the setup of the equipment, examining the guitar tabs, and 
looking at his own compositions in his spare time. Overall, the day was fairly relaxed, with no crushing time 
constraints on production as of yet, Clemens felt that he had a pretty good grip on this project. Of course 
that opinion would likely change as the album progressed, usually nearing completion when the biggest changes 


needed to be made in the small time frame left. 


He'd caught himself thinking about last night's events more than he liked to admit. Sleep had dulled his memory 
of the previous night, maybe even softened it to the point where Clemens didn't even believe himself. What 
was it that he had really seen there? It couldn't have been more than a trick of the faint light in the dark 
fortress, after all, his eyes were ill-adjusted to the dark with the use of the flashlight. He tried to analyze the 
chain of events from their little trip. Firstly, he and lvo had arrived at the castle, spent some time drinking and 
catching up, and then went in to explore the inside. At some point during their exploration, his brother had 
completely vanished, leading Clemens to panic like a child and go looking for him. His overactive paranoia had 
cultivated the feeling of being watched, fear playing tricks on his usually sound mind. Falling deeper and deeper 
into the cycle of fear, he had felt compelled to look behind him, sensing a false presence. The last straw was 
the vacant library with its sheet music, at which point his overhyped brain had simply snapped and he had 


hallucinated the figure in the doorway out of pure primal fear. But where was lvo? 


Starting anew his mind ran through the scenario from the start. What if Ivo had simply snuck off with the 
intention to scare him from the beginning, and all of those noises and gazes had merely been his brother 
trying to mess with him? The blonde had most likely hidden himself upstairs, opening and closing the doors to 
further pull his brother into his little trap, and at the end he had simply stood in the doorway and stared at 
him to scare him. That seemed logical, but some other, less rational, part of his brain screamed at him. What 
about the freshly used quill and the music sheets? What about the feeling of being watched even before they 
had entered the premises? Most importantly, what about Ivo's voice echoing from the large hall, coming in 
from behind the figure? And what about the figure itself having spoken to him in a deep voice? He didn't want 
to face it, but there had definitely been something in that library with him. This is absurd, Clemens shook his 
head. Surely, such a thing couldn't be real. He tried to remember him and lvo's childhood adventures where 


they would go in search of the paranormal. 


As children, they had wandered into the dark woods many times together, playfully egging each other on to go 
deeper yet into the dense vegetation He recalled how they jumped at rustling noises coming from thick hedges, 
and how they had laughed it off, feeling safe together. Then he remembered the time they had gotten lost in 


the woods. 


The sun had long set and the brothers were left in the dark. They had to be no older than seven and ten, and 
their childish bravado had landed them deep in the woods, surrounded by mossy trees, and moist earth, nocturnal 
animals foraging in the forest around them. Hs pride had kept him from shedding tears, but inside he had felt true, 
bone-chilling fear. He remembered thinking that they were going to dle there, alone in the woods, frozen fo death 
or even eaten by wolves. The news would broadcast their story weeks later when their bodies were found, their 
parents inconsolable, and their school friends in a state of shock. He remembered holding a sobbing vo in his arms 
as the blonde sniffled and wailed, rubbing his snot-covered hands on himself, and burying his face in the brunette's 
shirt. He had thought then that ths was the end for them. Surely, something would hear Ivo's sobs and come to 
investigate. It would be a wolf, maybe a bear. Clemens was brave but he understood his childish futility even then 
They wouldn't stand a chance in the woods at night. He remembered then, the sudden feeling of calm that washed 
over him in that moment despite the circumstances they were in, and hed relaxed into it. Wo had stopped crying 
and instantly fallen asleep with his nose buried in the crook of the brunette's neck He felt then, as if in a 
supporting embrace, warmth enveloped him and he heard the words ‘everything will be okay: He had sat lke that 
some time, holding the sleeping vo and listening to the sounds of the forest, until he himself had began to nod off, 
the warmth lulling him to sleep on the forest floor. He slept like that, clutching vo to his chest on a bed of fallen 
leaves and twigs before he was awakened by rustling and shouts 


‘Clemens! Ivo!" Their father had gone looking for them, successfully finding the duo. He scooped the two drowsy 
children info his arms wordlessly and carried them home. To this day, Clemens still had no idea how their father 
had found them, but he was eternally grateful for the fact. 


He remembered them later, teenagers, vo was around fifteen and Clemens was eighteen The younger Wiers had 
shoulder length dirty blonde hair and a nose still much too large for the rest of his face. He mostly dressed in 
simple jeans and t-shirts, throwing on a hoodie when absolutely necessary. Clemens was only a couple centimeters 
faller than his brother even at this age, and his clothing choice wasn't any more complex. Hs hair was frizzy and 
reaching his collar bones and his physique not yet as sturdy as the next few years would make it. Inside they were 
full of fearlessness and energy that had few outlets, with not enough caution fo keep their asses out of trouble. 
Their rebellious years were spent sneaking out of the house and staying out late at night, either catching a bus to 
the city where they attempted fo get into bars and wandered the busy streets, or walking out to the woods by 
their house, eager to challenge the dark. Their thrill came from disobeying their parents, stoking their own egos with 
their reckless behaviour. 


İt was a cold and stormy night that the two had found themselves in an abandoned factory on the outskirts of 
the city. Lightning flashed outside, further strengthening their resolve fo explore the structure, if only for the 
added warmth and shelter. They clambered up the thin metal ladders that were rusty and hung above the heavy 
machinery below. The walkways were criss-crossed beneath the ceiling, and hung precariously by a few rusty bolts. 
Walking across them was surely risking your hfe, but the thought did little to discourage the two teenagers. The 
large glass windows were cracked and shattered in places and allowed wind to pass through, howling rhythmically 


with the storm. Entropy reigned supreme in the red brick building as it slowly crumbled into ifs surroundings 
Clemens wondered briefly if anyone other than two rowdy youths would ever come to a place lke this before he 
was distracted by motion in the corner of his vision. He whirled around fo his left, clutching the rusty cold railing 
that prevented him from falling onto the conveyor belt below and feeling the flecks of peeling rust and paint stick 
fo his moist palms. There was nothing out of the ordinary within his line of sight, just rows upon rows of machinery 
and conveyor belts filling the room and control panels lning the wall behind him in a multitude of buttons and 
switches that no longer glowed like they were supposed to, the electricity to the building having been shut off long 
ago. The brunette squinted again, seeing the same flash of motion again, close fo the control panel It was just a 
small gray blur, easy fo mistake as a trick of the dm light, but Clemens had definitely seen it. He turned to No, 
only to see that the skinny blonde had ventured further away, ambling down the rusty metal walkway farther 
ahead of him. vo dawdled by looking over the railings and swinging his legs back and forth when he hoisted himself 
up on both railings and locked his elbows. Clemens wasnt usually the doting type of brother, he preferred to keep a 
distance and let his brother handle himself, as a man should However a nagging feeling tugged at his gut and before 
he knew what he was doing he had ran forward and lunged at kvo, grabbing the blonde just as he leaned into a 
railing and pulling him backwards by the arm. The two brothers collapsed in a heap on the walkway and Clemens 
felt the air rush out of his lungs at the impact of No falling on top of him. A metallic clang rang out from below 
them and both boys jolted at the sound Wo looked at his brother, blue eyes wide from shock He peered cautiously 
over the edge. 


"The railing was broken.. You saved me." He breathed in awe. 

Clemens hadnt caught his breath yet, and with the way his younger brother was hugging him, he wasnt about fo 
any time soon The blonde had squeezed him with his long, lanky arms in a hold that could rival that of an octopus 
in strength, his cheek pressed into his older brother's chest. The display of gratitude didnt last foo long and soon 
Clemens was gulping in mouthfuls of air as vo released him and stood up fo look over the edge of the walkway. 
‘But how did you know?" The blonde was incredulous. 

‘LI have no idea" Clemens answered honestly, no less surprised with himself. 

No smiled awkwardly before muttering a quiet, "Thank you." 

‘Lets go home." The brunette's voice was barely audible, still shaken 

They had just descended the rusty ladder when Clemens felt uneasy yet again He looked up in time to see a flash 
in his vision again, in the direction of the control panel, before the ground started shaking A horrendous groan 
escaped the machinery around them as the rusting cogs were put into motion and the conveyor belts began sliding 
again. Dust rose into the air around them in a cloud The brothers exchanged meaningful looks before Clemens 
spoke. 


"Cmon lets dp out, | don't want to be caught trespassing." 


Nothing else needed to be said as the two brothers legged it out of the factory and into the wet streets at a brisk 


pace. Neither one had mentioned if, but they both knew something was amiss. The mayor had announced the 
disconnect of the factory from the city electrical grid more than a year ago. And even so, who would start up 
the machinery? The police were just bound to show up to investigate the noise that could make the surrounding 
buildings shudder and going home in a cop car was the last thing the brothers wanted The fat raindrops continued 
fo fall on them the whole way home. 


He doubted anyone would believe him if he did share his tales, but he was thoroughly convinced that what he 
had experienced couldn't be explained in any rational way. The things he had felt more than seen were like no 
other sensations available on this earth. No, there was something absolutely otherworldly about the feelings 
that had coursed through him both of those times. He had felt the same inimitable daze the right before. If 
he believed in the supernatural, why couldn't he accept the fact that he had seen a ghost? Because ghosts 
don't talk, he reasoned with himself. Because no one has ever seen a ghost so clearly. Because he himself 


hadn't experienced anything like it until last night. 
There's a first time for everything the devil in his head argued. 


Clemens sighed. He hadn't told Ivo anything about what he had seen last night for more reasons than he could 
count on one hand. He simply didn't know what to say. Hey, sorry I got lost yesterday, | was talking to a ghost 
Yeah that would earn him a fit of laughter that spanned a week. No, for the sake of preserving his sanity in 
his own eyes he would remain silent. It was better to just forget the whole thing, shove it in the recesses of 


his own mind and move on. Something told him that it was the logical thing to do. 


The day in the studio could not have gone any slower than if he had decided to eviscerate himself for 8 
straight hours. At this point he just wanted to go home, lay down on the couch and have a beer. Instead he 
had to get a second opinion on the bass track he had just laid down before he could do anything else. Clemens 
sighed loudly before he stood up and wandered out of his little office and into the recording room. The man at 
the computer was asleep face-down on the desk, his wavy brown hair pulled back haphazardly into a ponytail 
and soft breaths escaping his open mouth. A puddle of drool had formed on the table beneath him and Clemens 
laughed inwardly at the sight. How endearing. Working at a metal studio involved a lot less human sacrifice and 
a lot more sacrifices by humans than one would think. One of those very sacrifices was sleep when deadlines 
were approaching and multitasking became breathing air. Clemens nudged the other brunette who produced a 
sound between a groan and a snort before jerking up in his chair and rubbing at his mouth reflexively with a 
long sleeve. Tan fingers reached for a paper coffee cup on the desk, a noise of disappointment was expelled 
upon discovering it was lighter than desired. Taking the last sip of now-cold coffee and chucking the empty cup 


in the trash, Patrick Damiani leaned back in his chair and composed himself. 


"How's the track coming along?" He inquired, his voice still carrying a sleepy drawl which quickly seeped out as 


his professionalism stepped forward. 


"I wanted you to have a look at the bass track and tell me if it complements the drums. | can only record 
guitars tomorrow because that's when the support guitarist gets here. After that, keyboards and vocals 
should be a breeze." Clemens scratched the patch of hair below his lip as he spoke. 


Flash drives were pulled out and plugged in, software pulled up in new windows, and tracks played through until 
they were etched in the brains of their creators down to every last waveform. Patrick gave necessary 
criticism and reassurance they everything was going the way it should and Clemens felt rather content by the 
time be left the producer's office. 


He went back to his desk and lounged in his chair, having finished the bulk of the day's work and put away his 
laptop and cables. The desktop monitor he used was getting rather old he realized as he looked at its thick and 
scratched plastic body. He wiggled the mouse until the screen came back to life and pulled up his web browser, 
intent on finding a replacement for the hunk of plastic he was currently looking at. While the old computer 
struggled to fulfill his request, Clemens went and poured himself another coffee out in the hall and came back 
with the cup of steaming blackness that would burn his hand through the paper if he did not set it down 
within the next three seconds. Taking the smallest sip of coffee possible, he busied himself with scrolling 
through pages upon pages of desktop monitors, all brand new, skinny, and shiny. The prices were anything but 
skinny though, Clemens thought, never having thought that these things still cost so much in the age of the 
laptop. He wouldn't be able to afford one until he had gotten his much-awaited cheque upon the release of this 
aloum. That wouldn't be for a while, and until then he would have to make do, he thought as he closed the 
window, only to reveal another one open beneath it, the dash blinking in the blank search bar. The brunette 
took another, much larger sip of his coffee before he found himself typing in the search bar and hitting enter. 
The results for "Lammendam ghost" were few and frustratingly shallow, mostly just posts from creepypasta 
that seemed extremely blown out of proportion so he tried again. "Lammendam castle history" also returned 
next to no results. Clemens was perplexed by the fact that the internet was mostly mute about the biggest 
supernatural phenomenon in his area He had found his original information on a local forum in a small thread 
under the "recreation" section and it was a fairly generic description of a castle haunted by a ghost that only 
came out at night, and had posts from only two users in the thread. It had seemed a farce to him because 
locals were pretty familiar with the landmark, seeing it as a historic source of pride, or so he had thought. 
The more he thought about it the more he realized that he had never heard the story behind the building or 
who had inhabited it. No, the local townspeople seemed completely unconcerned about the history of their 
precious landmark. To them it was just another dusty castle that was a part of their history, and a part of 
their tax payments for its upkeep. 


Clemens wondered why he cared about this at all. Hadn't he decided to move on and forget that any of this 
had happened? It was nothing more than sleep deprivation interfering with his brain and causing him to have 
visual and audial hallucinations. And the last thing he wanted people to think was that he was crazy. 


The brunette finished his coffee and ceremoniously dumped the cup in the trash as he swung his duffel bag 
on and picked up his car keys. Outside the studio sunlight filtered through sparse clouds and there was a light 
early autumn breeze that carried the cool scent of change. Clemens walked down the narrow driveway leading 
away from the tiny, secluded recording studio to where his car was parked. He slid in and tossed his bag onto 
the back seat before he started the car and pulled out of his parking spot. The sun blinked and flashed at him 
through the tree tops as he maneuvered the streets of his home town. He remembered to stop by the store 
to buy beer before he headed home. When he opened his trunk to set the beer inside, he was greeted by two 
books he had completely forgotten about, staring him right in the face with their library barcodes taunting 
him. Fuck, | was supposed to return these two days ago, he chided himself before pulling out the paperback 


copies of Thomas Hobbes’ "Leviathan" and "De Cive." He'd been reading philosophy books lately, more from some 
deeply-rooted sense of obligation than for anything else. There was a reason these books had shaped the minds 
of men for centuries, he had mused. It was the only thing his life lacked at this point: some kind of philosophy. 

So he'd immersed himself in Voltaire, Hobbes, Descartes, Machiavelli, and wandered backwards to Aristotle and 

Epicurus. He didn't exactly have any friends with similar interests though and therefore never shared the new 

facet of his life with anyone else. 


He navigated the streets with ease towards the library, a flat, mediocre building less than three minutes from 
where he lived He'd never been a fan of the place, but sometimes you had to take advantage of your local 
resources, and Clemens found he much preferred holding a book in his hands to sitting hours in front of his 
computer reading online books. And so he found himself approaching the stuffy building that looked too much 
like a primary school once again He briefly felt embarrassed for having forgotten to return two books by two 
whole days, but reassured himself that they had no doubt seen worse things, and he would sort out his late 
fees later from his library card. He'd walked in and was quickly assaulted by the stuffy, dry air and its 
trademark, yet unnamable scent, something along the lines of paint and book bindings saturated with dust. 
Leaving the two books on the return counter in the middle of the lobby, he'd turned to walk away just as he 


heard someone call out his name. 


"Mr. Wijers! | see you've returned.” The woman's upbeat manner chimed, and Clemens was suddenly aware of 
the fact that the library was practically empty save for himself and the librarian. He was ready to apologize 


for his sins in overdue books and turned back around to face her. 


"Is good to see you, Ms. Smit." He tried to remain casual even with how the woman's eyes were practically 
eating him. 


Ms. Smit was minimally bookish, but far from demure with her loud voice and straight-forward manner. She 
was a slender, tall woman, who pinned her hair back loosely until the brown strands sprung out chaotically. Her 
eyes held a keen and bright gaze that seemed hardly at home amongst the piles of dusty pages she spent a 
whole day behind. She'd been very helpful when Clemens first came to make a library card, and had helped him 
find books, even recommending a few on occasion. If he was completely honest though, her friendly manner was 


a little too friendly for his liking. And if he were any more honest, he'd say she was flirting with him. 


The woman in question leaned up against the counter and rested her chin on her palm, regarding Clemens with 
interest. 


"So how is your music coming along?" She hummed, swaying in what looked like a retro, straight-cut, hippie 


skirt and running her gaze over the other brunette's figure as he tried to figure out how to respond. 
"Music's great." He tried to sound enthusiastic. "We've just gotten the bass down for this track, and we have 
to record guitars next. Nothing too exciting." Clemens didn't know how to talk about his career with people who 


were clearly not musically inclined. He also had no idea how to deal with this kind of superficial interest. 


"Mmm, well I'd love to hear it sometime." No, no you wouldn't love to hear it sometime, Clemens thought, but 


Ms. Smit continued. "I was actually wondering if you would like to accompany me this Saturday to-" 


"Do you have any books about Lammendam Castle?" Clemens blurted out. So much for forgetting about this 
topic, eh? His brain mocked him. But he knew where this conversation was going and he wanted to avoid having 


to decline dates at any cost. Thankfully his outburst seemed enough to derail the conversation 


"Lammendam Castle?" She blinked, her professional mask falling back into place. "Yeah we actually have a book 
on the subject but | don't know if its what you're looking for.. it's mostly from an architectural view point.” 
Ducking behind her desk, she typed something into her computer and her eyes scanned the screen quickly. "H's 
in the fourth aisle, follow me." The tall woman's eyes lingered on him for another few seconds before she 
ducked out from under the counter and led him into the maze of various literature. She stopped in front of a 
particularly dusty shelf and scanned the bindings. If the way she was bending over was anything other than 
flirting then Clemens was a fucking fairy. He pretended not to have seen the display and merely took the book 
she handed him. 


“Sheridan and Cox published this more than four decades ago, but what's fourty years change to a castle?" 
The woman laughed simply. 


He could barely hear her talking as he leafed through the pages and skimmed the titles and elaborate 
architectural diagrams of the castle. Thumbing the pages quickly his eyes landed on a selection of photographs 
of the interior, black and white images of the large halls that captured the eerie atmosphere with great 
accuracy. The images were clear, and even more striking in black and white than they may have been in color, 
Clemens thought. Now, without the haze of fear clouding his judgement, he found the castle quite breathtaking. 
He could swear he felt a sense of homecoming just looking at the photos. What had felt cold and unwelcoming 
now called to him. The architectural design alone was impressive, but it was the furnishings that created the 
atmosphere. Everything was perfectly placed to espouse the maximal aura of power and wealth. It was truly 
beautiful to look at the stained glass windows, all pictured, at the large chandeliers and the heavy wood 
furniture. Clemens almost couldn't believe he himself had been there just the day before. He'd gotten 
unintentionally lost skimming the images with his eyes. Long railings, tall ceilings, bookshelves packed to the 
brim, the long dining table with ornate chairs, each a miniature throne. If he had flipped to the next page any 
faster he wouldn't have seen it, but his eye had caught it, a small irregularity in the composition of the 
photograph. There, above the staircase in the main entrance, behind the railing was a figure. The outline was 
hazy and gray, and all but glowed The figure itself may as well have not been there at all as it was 
translucent enough that you could see the wall behind it. Despite the photos being black and white they were 
anything but grainy, so when he looked closer, Clemens was very sure he could make out a face. His stomach 
twitched at the discovery as he stared at the phantom, hidden in plain sight at the top of the stairs. May Mth, 
1168, the caption beneath the photo read. 


"You take interest in seventeenth century architecture now?" Ms. Smit inquired. 
Clemens snapped the book shut. "I guess so." 


He felt dread in the pit of his stomach as he realized what he had to do then 


He had to go back. 


